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"This whole thing stinks," James scowled and threw his cigarette on the ground, stubbing it out beneath his 
boots. 


Rob growled, James had done nothing but bitch since the moment they had received word about this job. 


"Listen Hetfield," he said, turning to face his partner, hands on hips, "I know you're not big on numbers but we 
aren't exactly drowning in work at the moment and there are still fucking bills to pay. This job'll fucking pay off 
the mortgage on the Messiah with cash to spare! We do this and we can take that holiday on Orgasma 3 


you've been wanting." 


James closed his eyes and shrugged, Rob made various very good points, "I'm not saying | won't do it, l'm just 


saying it stinks." 


Rob threw up his hands in frustration and, as James had finished his cigarette, started to walk off in the 
direction of the Palace where they were due for their appointment with their new client, the High Minister of 


Dentata. James followed. 


| mean seriously, the High Minister of this fucking planet, the most powerful guy on this rock under the royal 
family, needs to call in bounty hunters to do his dirty work? He can't call in the Marines or the Special Forces 
or the fucking Cub Scouts or whatever it is they have here?" 


"| don't know James, he's probably trying to keep whatever it is he wants us to do under wraps. Even High 
Ministers have skeletons they want to keep in the closet, | guess." 


"And thats another thing | don't like about this whole deal! What's with all the secrecy? What is so important 


it can't be told over a secure channel?" 


They had reached the side entrance to the Palace where an official seemed to be waiting for them to arrive. 


Rob rounded on James as they neared the door. 


"Listen, they said we didn't have to accept until we had the full brief on the mission. Can't you just keep a lid 
on the questions until we have the full story..?" 


Rob put his hands on his partner of the past I5 years’ shoulders and looked into his pale blue eyes, "Please?" 
James sighed, "Yeah, yeah, alright.” 


Rob smiled and turned to face the official who was waiting for them nervously at the door, "We're here to see 


the High Minister." 


Rob and James were marched briskly through the Palace into a high ceilinged reception room, the man they 
assumed was the High Minister sat on a purple throne beneath a massive stained glass window depicting a 
young man in a long white robe with a sweet, cherubic face holding a single flower. James figured he was some 


sort of religious figure; he usually left the cultural reconnaissance on places like this up to Rob. 


The official indicated that they should stop at the base of the stairs leading up to the throne then walked up 
the stairs to whisper in the High Minister's ear. James took a moment to study the Minister's face. Damn he 
was old! His skin was like tissue paper stretched over his gaunt face, he had a long white beard which was 
matched by grey and white hair which stretched down his back. Despite his age a pair of bright, formidably 


intelligent purple eyes stared out at the bounty hunters from over his beak of a nose. 
The High Minister waved a hand at the official, signalling he should leave. He looked down from his position at 
James and Rob for a few moments before standing and walking down the stairs with a remarkable ease for a 


man of his advanced years. 


"Thank you for responding so quickly to my message," the Minister spoke with a strong voice, one which was 


used to being obeyed, "| am well aware how odd this must seem, being asked to come here under such secrecy 
without even knowing what you will be asked to do." 


"Well, the very generous compensation you're offering for the work makes us a lot more willing to listen," Rob 
replied, watching the Minister carefully. As much as James had been pissing him off with his whining about 
this job Rob knew James was right to be suspicious, he didn't trust this High Minister as far as he could 
throw him. 


"Indeed, Mr Trujillo, and you will see when | explain your mission to you, why price is of no concern to me," the 
old man's face suddenly seemed sad, a thin hand came to rest on the front of his robes for a moment before 
he started to speak again, "Mr Hetfield, | noticed you looking at the glass above us there. Do you know who the 
young man depicted there is?" 


James shrugged and scratched his chin, "Some sort of religious figure | guess. | dunno, you tell me." 


"The young man depicted there is known among our people as the Sainted Prince. Many thousands of years ago 
our people had been locked in a war against our own for as long as history could retell. We were destroying 


each other over something which had been lost even to legend. Five thousand years ago that young man." 
The High Minister pointed to the figure in the stained glass, 


"was born into the royal house of one of the factions of our warring peoples. Our histories tell us he was 
good and pure, dedicated to his people and determined that the bloodshed between us should end. He was 
visited by our Gods on many occasions, granted visions of how to end the war, and through his divine influence 


was able to create a peace which has lasted five thousand years." 
The old man paused to take a breath. James shifted where he stood, history had never really been his forte. 


"The Sainted Prince lived for one hundred years, a golden age of our people, and on his deathbed was granted 
one final vision of the future of our planet. He foretold that he would be reborn in 5,000 years and that his 
rebirth would herald another golden age, that his reborn self would lead our people to glory not just on our 


own planet but also in the greater universe!" 


"Twenty years ago, the Oracles and Priests started receiving signs that the Rebirth was imminent. We 
consulted with our most eminent historians and it was confirmed that the 5,000th anniversary of the death 
of the Sainted Prince was to occur in three years. This was a matter of some concern to me, as the Sainted 
One's vision had foretold he would be reborn into the Royal House and the Queen had been barren for the 20 
years of her marriage to the King." 


"By the will of the Gods however, the Queen fell pregnant and on the exact date of the Sainted Prince's death, 
she gave birth to a boy" 


The High Minister paused again and walked to the side of the room. He pressed a button and a small computer 


tablet appeared which he removed from the wall and bought over for Rob and James to look at. 
“This is our prince." 


James blinked, taking the tablet from Rob which displayed a photograph of a young man, and held it up so the 
face in the computer tablet was next to the face depicted in the stained glass window. The resemblance was 


uncanny. 
"So where do we come into all this?" Rob asked. 


Again a look of sadness came over the old man's face, "Six months ago the King and Queen were struck by an 
illness which could not be explained or cured by our doctors, they both were dead within a month. Since that 
time the Prince has become..difficult. Before his parent's death he was the perfect child; pure, studious, gentle 
and dedicated to his destiny. But. fear the grief of seeing both his parents die so suddenly has altered him." 


"He has run away.” 


James had to stop himself from chuckling. That's what this was all about? Some spoiled prince who's run off 
for a bit of fun away from the palace? All the cloak and dagger bullshit over a runaway? 


"l'm sorry," James spoke up, "but | fail to see why you need our services. You don't seem to be lacking in 


police or military, you seem to have plenty of people around the place willing to do anything you want." 
James waved at a pair of uniformed guards who stood at attention at the entrance to the throne room, 
‘I'm just wondering why, if this Prince is so important to you, you're outsourcing his return?" 


The High Minister's purple eyes narrowed for a moment, a look of coldness coming over his face before he 
started speaking again, "The King and Queen were greatly beloved by the public and their death was a massive 


loss. | fear the loss of the Prince who is also very popular would just be too much for a people still grieving.” 


| cannot risk more instability by it becoming known that the Prince has gone missing. It is a sad state of 
affairs when a Minister cannot trust his own people but the truth is | fear a leak if | use the police or 
military to find our Prince and, to be honest, | require his return quickly. Going through legal channels for his 
return will inevitably be time consuming. This is why | require that you, with upmost discretion and haste, use 


your skills to find our Prince and bring him home." 


The High Minister could still see the scepticism on James and Rob's faces. He held out his hand and took the 
tablet from them, pressing a few buttons on it rapidly. 


"And in order to ensure your discretion." the old man handed the tablet back to Rob, "That amount was the 


original offer we made for you to complete this mission, correct?" 


Rob nodded in reply. 


"Well consider that part payment. | will arrange for that amount to be transferred into your account in a 
moment. The same amount again will be transferred once the Prince is returned into my care, safe and 


unharmed." 
James could practically hear the old time cash registers going off inside Rob's head. Fuck, they could 
practically retire on Orgasma 3 with that kind of money! Rob and James shared a look between them, there 


was no need to discuss the matter any further. 


"We'll have him back to you in 2 days" 


The Hunt 
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It only took a short time for Rob to acquaint himself with the systems used by the police of Dentata to track 
their citizens; every planet seemed to be sourcing their security systems from the same company these days. 
The High Minister had provided them with a proper brief on the Prince, photos, stats, financial details, which 
proved to be very useful. After waiting for the High Minister's cheque to clear, and after finding a good 
parking spot for the Messiah, they set about tracking the Royal Prince. 


"This kid certainly isn't very good at being hidden, is he?" James remarked, looking over Rob's shoulder as he 


bought up the Prince's recent financial activity. The boy had made several large cash advances from his credit 


card, all from ATMs in a red light district on the outskirts of the capital. 
"Heh, you reckon he's just gone out for some tail?" Rob snorted. 


James laughed, "We'll probably find him surrounded by 20 hookers and enough Kardasian Love Spice to kill a 


horse." 
"Like you on the Reemasus job?" 


| thought we agreed we'd never speak of that night again," James pressed his finger to Rob's vid screen under 
the line showing the Prince's most recent withdrawal, "Bring up the cam footage for that ATM, we might get 
lucky, it was only 2 hours ago..” 


Rob downloaded the camera's feed from the police network and wound back the footage until five minutes 


before the Prince's withdrawal. James pulled up a chair and watched with Rob. 


The ATM's security camera showed a few people walking by, a couple of particularly unconvincing transvestites 


hustling for customers and a very bored street vendor selling hot meat and gravy sandwiches. 


A dark haired figure approached the ATM from the other side of the street wearing red thigh high boots and 
some sort of..dress..thing made from electric blue fabric. He flipped his dark curly hair and laughed at 
something one of the trannies said as he approached the ATM. 


James looked down at the photo of the demure figure in white supplied by the High Minister and then back up 
at the boy at the ATM. 


"That's definitely not the Prince." 


"But it is someone using his credit card." Rob finished, already holstering his laz-pistol and slipping his bounty 
hunter licence card into his back pocket, "Print off a picture of the dark haired boy. That ATM isn't too far 
from here. Maybe one of the trannies'll give you a blow job while | pop in and get Princey." 

"Oh, bringing up the Reemasus job again. Nice, very nice!" James holstered his own pistol and picked up his 
licence. He was about to leave but paused for a moment, thinking, then took a full size laz-rifle off the wall, 
slinging it over one of his shoulders. 

Rob raised an eyebrow at James’ choice of weaponry but said nothing. He had learned over the years to trust 
James' instincts and though they were joking, Rob knew as well that something stunk about this job and was on 


edge himself. It was all just too easy.. 


They had hired a hover cruiser and it was only a short distance to the seedier part of town where the ATM 


was located. 
"Make sure you lock it, we don't want to lose our deposit." James said, hopping out of the cruiser. 


"Yeah, yeah," Rob pressed the central locking and the car beeped in response, "There's the ATM, give me the 
picture... 


The shorter man took the picture from James and walked up to the street vendor who has still trying to sell 
his roast sandwiches. Most of the trannies had moved on though, apart from one sickly looking Spice addict 


who was still holding out for a customer. 


Rob walked back up to James casually, folding the photo and placing it in his pocket and licking his fingers from 
a hastily eaten sandwich. 


"Any joy?" 

"Our boy's name is Kirk and he lives on the fourth floor of the tenement over there. Apartment 478" 
"All that for the price of a sandwich? Why didn't you get me one too?" 

"You should have said you wanted one! C'mon, we got a date with Kirk" 


The elevator in the tenement was broken. James groaned when he saw the rickety stairs leading up to the 


fourth floor. He instantly regretted bringing the heavy rifle. 


Four flights of stairs and many swear words later, James and Rob were outside apartment 41B. Rob knocked 
on the door, both standing outside of the view of the peephole. A soft voice came from inside.. 


"W-who is it?" 


"Plumbers," Rob yelled through the door, "We've got a leak from above coming into the apartment below you.. 
"There's no leaks in here. Thanks." 


"We've found the leak. It's in the apartment above you. The manager just wants us in there to check for water 


damage. Insurance shit, you understand?" 

There was silence from the other side of the door, a sigh of resignation. James loosened his gun in its holster. 
“Alright.just..you gotta be quick Ok? I'm expecting a visitor..." 

James heard the chain slide off, the dead lock unbolt and finally the door knob start to turn. As soon as he 
heard that James slammed his hand onto the door, throwing his weight against it and aiming his gun right into 


where he had calculated the boy's face would be. 


The boy almost managed to scream before Rob slapped his palm over the young man's mouth, silencing him. 


They were in then, James closing the door behind him and locking it quickly. 


"Where's the Prince, pretty boy?" Rob growled, pointing his laz-pistol right between Kirk's eyes, "We know he's 


in here." 

"What the fuck are you talking about? There's no-one here but me!" 

"Don't give us that bullshit, kid. If he isn't here why the fuck do you have his credit cards?" 
Kirk just gaped. He clearly hadn't thought up a lie beyond "he isn't here.” 


Rob took up where James left off, "Maybe you fucking stole them from him, huh? I'm sure the police would 
like to hear about how you got a hold of His Royal Highness's platinum card." 


"N-ro, | would n-never.." 


"Ohh, you killed him for it, didn't you?! This just keeps getting better and better, doesn't it James? The cops'll 


love this!" 

"Stop! Please, stop it!" came a frightened voice, young and almost crying, from behind Kirk's shoulder. 

James' eyes snapped to where the voice came from and was confronted with a small, almost childlike figure, 
his face almost feminine with its plump cupid's bow lips and milky white skin. He didn't need to check the photo, 


James recognised the Prince the moment he saw him. 


"P-please, don't hurt him," the Prince was close to sobbing, "please, he's been so kind to me." 


‘lm so sorry, Lars, they tricked mel" Kirk said, not daring to take his eyes off James and Rob's guns. 


‘Its not your fault. | knew it was only a matter of time really, before someone found me.." the Prince wiped a 


tear off his cheek and sat down on Kirk's dingy couch. 


James' frowned. This didn't make any fucking sense at all. He'd expected to find some spoiled brat of a prince 
off on a dirty weekend, slumming it with a hooker and a few, or twenty, friends. Instead here was this sweet 
kid, who didn't look like he knew what a hooker was, let alone what to do with one! Something was fucking off 


here. 


James opened his mouth but before he could speak, the door behind them exploded. 


Escape! 


He was thrown forward, a cloud of dust and wood chips falling onto his back. James felt a warm wetness 
dribble down his forehead. He touched it, blood coming away on his fingers. His pulse thumped in his ears, 


drowning out all the screaming going on around him. 
the screaming.. 
The Prince! 


James looked up and saw the boy screaming and cowering in the corner, a dark figure in a full suite of mech- 


armour approaching him, towering over his small body. 


Shaking off the pain and the wood chips, James leapt up, firing his gun into the back of the armoured figure. 
The soldier groaned and collapsed, the Prince giving another shriek as the heavy body fell partially on top of 


him. James scooped up the Prince, throwing him over his shoulder and ducking into the closest doorway. 


Lazers fired into the tiny apartment, ripping apart the couch and a small bookshelf, more shards of wood and 
fabric flying everywhere. 


James tried to focus, hard to do with a panicking boy trying to escape from his grip. How many of them were 
there? Ten at least from the amount of fire coming from that hole where Kirk's door used to be. Where was 
Rob? Through the dust and flying debris James spotted his partner, Kirk clinging to his side, inside the doorway 
on the other side of the apartment which lead to the kitchen. 


So, there was the two of them, with two liabilities, two pistols and a rifle against IO heavily armed men 


covered in state of the art body armour. 

It was not shaping up to be a good day. 

James looked around him. Fight wasn't a viable option, it was going to have to be flight. The hall he was in lead 
into a bathroom behind him and a bedroom down the hall in front of him. Shouting at the Prince to stay put, 


and praying Rob would be able to cover him for a few seconds, James took the few steps to the bedroom and 


kicked in the door. 


He did a quick survey of the tiny bedroom. Unmade bed covered in red sheets, another bookshelf holding a 


collection of framed photographs and a window leading down a fire escape.. 
A fire escape! 


James slung the rifle off his back and flicked off the safety, a few shots with this should give Rob enough 


cover to duck across and they can get the fuck out of this mess. 


The bounty hunter ducked back across the doorway, catching Rob's eye with a wave of the nose of the rifle. 
A few quick hand signals were exchanged between them, James telling Rob of his escape plan. James nodded, 
the rifle was fully charged. Rob stopped firing his pistol long enough to duck behind the doorway he was in. 
James fired his rifle, looking briefly down the scope at the wall of black armoured opponents. The sonic rifle 
charge hit them with a flash off blue. Everything suddenly was flooded with white light and James was 
momentarily blind. When he could see again the wall of soldiers were gone, left laying on the ground on the 
other side of the hall from Kirk's apartment. Considering the high quality of their armour they were probably 
only stunned or unconscious but James would take what he could get right now. 


Rob was already beside him, "C'mon man, don't wait for them to wake up!" 


James grabbed the Prince, who by this time was a sobbing mess on the floor, threw him over his shoulder 


and was off down the fire escape behind Rob as fast as he could move. 


The fire escape came down in an alley. James stayed where he was at the bottom of the stairs as Rob moved 


slowly forward, clutching his pistol and ready to fire. 
"Shit!" Rob, indicated James come forward.. 


"Shit!" James echoed Rob's sentiment. Black vans, more soldiers in mech suits, the whole street shut down, the 


car on the other side of the road.. 

"You got one more shot in that rifle?" 

"One won't be enough to deal with all of them.." 

"Aim it at the van, the one furthest from us, right next to that gas vein marker.. 

James chuckled, "That's what | like about you Rob.." 

He flicked off the safety on the rifle which started the rifle charging, 

"you always were a lateral thinker." 

The rifle was ready. James aimed at the far van, right under its wheels, pulled the trigger. 
Again the sonic boom, the blue light.. 

Blindness. 


Then screams, more screams. James blinked sight back into his eyes and saw Rob's plan had worked. The van 


had been flipped by the sonic blast, flying into the poorly protected gas main and creating a fire ball which 
consumed the van and was in danger of catching the other two. 


There was no time to gloat however, they had precious little time to get to the hover cruiser and then back 


to the Leper Messiah, get into orbit over this shitty rock and find out what the fuck was going onl 


Grabbing the Prince James sprinted across the street, shoving the boy into the back seat of the hover 
cruiser and sliding into the front passenger seat. He was the better shot and he had a feeling they'd need 


someone riding shotgun before the day was over. 

James almost thought too soon, as soon as Rob had the car running the soldiers were on them, firing their 
weapons. James fired a few shots from his pistol as they rounded a corner, Rob taking out a few rubbish tins 
in the process. They probably wouldn't be getting their deposit back. 

Given that two of their vans were on fire it was pretty easy to lose the soldiers on the way back to the 
Messiah. It was while they were driving that James finally noticed that the prostitute, that Kirk kid, was in the 
car with them. 

"What the-, Rob!" 

"What?!" 

"Did you fucking bring that hooker?" 


| couldn't just leave him there!" Rob swerved around a corner, almost taking out another cruiser. 


"Yes you could! It would have been fucking easy! All you had to fucking do was leave him there, it would have 


required no fucking positive action on your part!" 
"Hey! You could have left the Prince behind too!" 


"That's different! He's the fucking mission objective! You don't leave the mission objective behind! It's common 
fucking sense." 


The wailing sirens of police cruisers started up in the distance, Rob swore and cut across a park. Not far to 
the Messiah now! 


"Can we argue about this later?" 


They pulled up in front of the Messiah, red police cruisers closing in quickly. The ship's entry hatch slid open 
James grabbed the Prince and Kirk by the scruffs of their necks and threw them in in front of him. He 
stepped inside, covering Rob with a few quick shots from his pistol as he ran in after James then slammed his 
palm down on the door closure button. 


Rob ran into the control room, starting up the Messiah's engines and preparing for a hasty takeoff. The ship 
shuddered as it left the ground, not happy with such a sudden awakening. A few pistol shots pinged against the 
hull of the ship. Rob hit the accelerator and took them out of the atmosphere, past the first moon of Dentata. 
"Where are we headed, man?" 


"l'm gonna park us in orbit around one of the outer moons. Then we can fucking figure out what's going on" 


James nodded and rounded on the two boys who were now cowering in a corner of the ship, "And | think | know 


who to ask." 


It was at this exact moment that the Prince of Dentata decided to vomit all over the floor of the ship and 


then burst into tears. 


James sighed to himself, at least things couldn't get much worse. 


Flight! 
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A few hours later, when James had had a chance to clean up both his bleeding scalp and the pile of vomit on 
the floor and Rob had safely hidden the Leper Messiah inside a crater on the dark side of the outermost moon 
of Dentata, the bounty hunters sat down across the table from their two new guests. 


"Right," James started, "I think you owe us an explanation 


The Prince started at being spoken to so sharply and blinked his large green eyes, "I-I'm not sure where you 
want me to start." 


"How about with who those guys after you were?" James growled. 


‘lm not sure if they were members of the army, but | believe they were hired and sent by the High 
Minister." 


Rob leaned over the table, "But he's the one who hired us to find you." 


| can only guess at his motives for sending you but the High Minister has no wish to find anything but my 
body." 


"And why would that be, Your Highness?" James said, raising one eyebrow. 
"l-l." the boy's eyes filled with tears again, "I know he killed my parents." 


Jesus, here we go. James leant his elbow on the table and got ready for the sob story,exchanging a look with 
Rob and waiting for the Prince to compose himself and continue. 


"When he hired to find me did the Minister tell you my parents died of an unknown illness?" 

James nodded. 

"Officially, that is how they died. And | believed that to be what happened for some time until | discovered the 
truth. He poisoned them. | found documents signed by him commissioning a ‘serum’ from the Xensunri..one 


tailored to my parent's blood type." 


The Xensunni were a crafty people, known for their assassins, poisons and other nasty inventions for creatively 


killing people. James and Rob assiduously tried to steer clear of them whenever they could, they were, as a 
race, creeps. Commissioning anything from a Xensunni manufacturer was pretty much proof positive the buyer 


was up to no good. 
"So what happened after you found the papers?" 


"| didn't dare confront the Minister. You have to understand, | was all alone now and he was my only carer, my 
guardian. H-he had practically raised me himself and had been such a loyal follower of my father, | didn't want 


to believe he could murder my parents." 


"| decided to spy on him, | just needed to get some proof one way or the other of whether he was guilty. Once 
night | overheard him speaking with his brother, who was also one of my Father's viziers. | heard them 


discussing the murder and.." 
The boy choked, more tears coming. 


".and | heard them speaking about m-me. Darius, the High Minister's brother, was asking when they were going 
to dispose of me and take the throne for themselves. The High Minister said not for some time, | was too 
popular amongst the public and too useful a puppet for them to kill me yet" 


It was then | knew | had to escape. There was no other choice! If | stayed | would just be a sitting duck, 


waiting for them to pick me off when | was no longer useful to them. | ran." 


"And where do you come into all this?" Rob nodded toward Kirk who had been holding Lars' hand this whole 


time. 


Kirk shrugged, "I just found him. Heh, he was standing in front of this ATM and he didn't know how to use it. | 
helped him out and then recognised who he was. He begged me not to turn me in, told me everything and | just 


had to help him." 


"That was kind of you," Rob said, smiling at Kirk across the table. Kirk smiled back and flicked his hair over one 


shoulder. 


"Great, just great," James thought. He really needed Rob to fall for yet another prostitute right now. He had to 
keep things on track.. 


"I still don't understand why this High Minister bastard needed us at alll If he wanted you dead, it's pretty 
obvious from today that he was capable of having you killed” 


"| think that might be our answer." Rob said, pointing over James’ shoulder at a tele-screen which had been 
turned on to the main Dentata news network with the volume muted. James and Rob's faces stared out of the 


screen back at them. 


James grabbed the remote and turned on the sound The smooth voice of a female reporter came into the 


room. 
"and we repeat this emergency bulletin, His Royal Highness Prince Lars of Dentata, believed by many to be 


the reincarnation of our Sainted Prince has been murdered. These two men, believed to be bounty hunters 


Robert Trujillo and James Hetfield, are suspects in the murder and wanted by Police for questioning.’ 
The last puzzle piece fell into place for James. Fall guys, that's what they were! A handy way to find the 
Prince quickly, lead the hit squad right to where he was hiding and then kill him and them too in one fell swoop 


with a juicy explanation for it all to tell the Press! How could he not have seen itl? 


"We cross now to Laela Leora who is at the scene where today Special Forces troops attempted to recover 


the Prince." 


Kirk's tenement building was shown, the special forces vans now burnt out shells in front of it. A young 


reporter stepped into view. 

"Thanks Kiara. Yes, its been a tragic day for the people of Dentata today, especially coming so close on the 
heels of the deaths of our King and Queen We don't know much so far but we are able to ascertain that 
Special Forces stormed this apartment building at about 3pm this afternoon. They were attempting to recover 
the Prince who we believe was being held in the apartment of one Kirk Hammet." 


A mug shot of Kirk appeared on the television briefly. 


"Not much is known about Hammet as of yet but police sources inform me that he had several arrests for 


loitering and prostitution Its unknown whether he was in collusion with the bounty hunters.” 
"Tch, they could have chosen a better photo than that!" Kirk pouted at the television 


"Thank you Laela. We pass now to the Royal Palace at the capital where the High Minister is preparing to 
address the press." 


Rob grabbed the remote off James and shut off the tele-screen, "We don't need to see anymore of that.” 
Rob got up and walked into the flight deck of the Messiah. James followed. 
"Dude, what the fuck are you doing?" 


"You think l'm gonna wait here for them to find us and finish the job? We've got to get the fuck out of this 


system, James." 


"Yeah, | know that, but what are we gonna do about..you know.." James jerked his thumb over his shoulder at 


Kirk and Lars still at the table. 


| was hoping you had an idea." 

"A shuttle and enough oxygen to get them to the next planet?" 
Rob gave James a pained look, "We can't just abandon them!" 
"Yes we canl It'll be easy." 


‘No! They're just kids, James, it's not right!" Rob hissed at his partner, looking back at Lars and Kirk in the 


other room. 


"When did you start caring about doing the noble thing?" James saw Rob's eyes fall on Kirk and rest there for 
some time, “ohhh.ohhhhh, | see what this is about!" 


"What?" 
"You're not thinking with your head, man, you're thinking with your cock!" 


"| don't know what you're talking about!" Rob spun around in his chair back to facing the controls, pressing the 
ignition and preparing the ship to take off. 


‘Oh sure you don't. Well, what do you suggest we do then, just have them hang around forever? Take them 
for a holiday? Buy them ice-cream? What, man?" 


"C-can | make a suggestion?" came Lars' voice from over James’ shoulder. 

‘Oh, and what would that be, your Highness?" James said, voice dripping with sarcasm. 

"Are you familiar with the planet Brumbira 4, of the Seriff system?" 

Rob turned in his chair and rubbed his chin, "Vaguely..isn't it a privately owned mining planet?" 

"Yes. It's owned by my planet, we mine it for gas and its minerals. We have a lot of mining interests in that 
system and we keep several battalions there to protect them. In the months up to and after my parent's 
death the High Minister sent more and more troops to those planets, claiming there were threats to mining 


operations. If was only recently that | realised that all the troops he had sent there were the ones loyal to my 


Father and Mother, rather than to him" 


"My Uncle is one of the Generals stationed on Brumbira. If you get me there we should be able to form a plan 


to retake Dentata." 


"You've thought this through, | see," James crossed his arms and looked down at Lars. 


"That was my plan originally when | escaped. | was going to find a way aboard one of the mining cruisers and 


try and get to my Uncle." 
James turned back to Rob at the controls, "How long would it take us to get to Brumbira?" 


"If we enter hyperspace now and make no stops for refuelling or supplies." Rob moved his fingers over the 


Messiah's controls, finding co-ordinates and making some quick calculations, ".about a month." 
James gave a pained groan. 

"Maybe closer to six weeks." 

"FUCK!" 

"Have you come up with any better ideas yet?" Rob snapped. 


James growled and paced in the tight space of the flight deck. He hated having his hand forced, especially by 
some snobby little Prince. But.there didn't seem to be any other options at this stage. 


He sighed, resigned to his fate of royal babysitter, for the next six weeks at least. 


"Set the course for the next system over, we're going to need to fuel up and get some food if we want to 


make the trip quickly.” 


James was surprised when Lars threw himself against James, wrapping his arms around the taller man's waist 


tightly and squeezing. 

"Thank you. Thank you so much!" came the muffled voice from somewhere in James’ torso. 

"Y-yeah..no problems kid," James patted Lars’ head before unwinding his small arms from around his body. 
For the first time since James had met Lars in that dingy apartment, James saw Lars smile and a sweetness 


come over his face. James tried to stop himself but found himself smiling back. The kid could be quite cute 


when he wanted to be. 


